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sensation. Hall Standish, who spent fabulous sums
upon pictures, dinners, and balls, was a habifu$
there; and you were sure to stumble upon the kind
and excellent Tommy Garth, full of spirits and youth.
Lord Stair, who was club-footed, and the most un-
popular Englishman in Paris, might be seen sitting
in his carriage, accompanied by two dogs, within
hail of the waiters. I must not forget to mention
Mr. Green, an epicure of the first water, who gave
excellent dinners; and also poor Cuthbert, who died
in Spain, much regretted by his old friends.

It was the custom for the great ladies who came
to Tortoni's, to form their parties there; and I recol-
lect, as if it had occurred yesterday, that upon one
occasion, the Princess de Beauvau invited those
who were assembled in the centre room to meet at
her hotel at midnight to dance. On our arrival, we
were agreeably surprised to find Musard, Colinet,
and other musicians assembled, and ready to strike
up a quadrille or a waltz. The charming daughters
of the Princess, the Ladies Harley, with others whom
I now forget, danced with all the grace of profes-
sional performers. In those days, the Minuet, Ga-
votte, and Monaco were the favourite dances, and
if a gentleman could muster sufficient grace and
agility for any of those fashionable dances, he was
sure of receiving invitations from the best houses in
the Faubourg St. Germain.

About the period I allude to, a young captain in
one of the French regiments of hussars suddenly
made his appearance at Tortoni's, the Count Walew-
ski, a natural son of the great Napoleon. He was
remarkable for his good looks; the ladies adored
him; and it must be acknowledged he was one of the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